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THE DIAMOND VALSE. 


Composed by C. Monta 
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COMIC SONGS,BALLADS &c. 
THERE IS A FLOWER THAT BLOOMETH. 
Words by FITZBALL. Music by W.Vincent WALLACE. Arranged by H.J.ELLIS. 
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NELLY CREEN. 
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THE RUMBLE TUMBLE OCEAN. 


Written by Harry HUNTER. 


Composed by John IVORY. 
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Pin a fool Im a fool,like a dunce on a stool, Youre a duck!yourea duck,f jumpedat my luck, 


To be scolded and frightened by you, fli When I first had a sweet little kiss, 
To be tied to yourskirt,while you dance and you |But I know, yes I know, you have many a beau 
And go bouncing about as you do, . And they also have shared in the bliss, 
Like a slave I behave, but Til gotomy grave |And Ithink,yes I think,I detected a wink, . 
Or Til pluck my love out by the roots, When we met M" Brown in the lane, ia 
Ad prefer bread and cheese where the grenediton But I've bunged up his eye sol dont think hell 
Or the rattle-snakes sleep in your boots. At awink when he sees you again. 
CHORDS. 4 CHORUS. 

Nelly Green! Nelly Green! now betwixt and between, 

You and me and the gate post my dear, 

You have broken my heart but I mean to depart 

And Til mend it awain never fear, 

For away,right away for many a day, 

Where you eyes cannot tease me rl be, 

And I wont think of you, Ill be hanged if I do, 

So now dont you get thinking of me. CHORUS. 
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rock-a - bye 
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and a smile on her face; 
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Grandma sits knitting close to the fireplace, 


With snowy white hair 


The years have passd by, yet it does not seem long 





Since she rocked baby papa to sleep with that song’. 


Rock-a-bye Ke. 


Dear little baby, their joy and their pride, 
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WE RE ALL ON THE Jos. 


Words and Music 


by E.V. PAGE. 
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We've heard the saying old and true, Money is the root 

Of all the evil in this world, it bears such evil fruit, 

But still to get that evil, we must work,or beg, or rob, 

If I could find a heiress now,Id soon be on the job. 
CHORUS 

Oh! Tim on the job, well on the job, ; 

If a lady wants to marry, very long she need not tarry, 

For Pm right on the job, well on the job, 

But [ must mind the money box,if J go on the job. 


The ladies now are waking tp, on politics they dote, 

They talk of Womans Suffragéand they say they mean to vote. 

They want a voice in parliament, domestic peace to rob, 

Although at home they’ve voice enoughwhen they get on the job. 
CHORUS 

They’re all on the job, well on the job, 

Then good time is coming and they all feel so jolly, 

For they’re all on the job, well on the job, 

Of course they'll wear the Sydenhams when they gret on the job. 


4 

In oldentimes the House of Lords endorsed each public bill, 
But now they think it wise to work against the Commons will; 
T hope well hear no more of suchattempts ourrights to rob, 
Be don't want to upset them but we may get on the job. 

- CHORUS 
Were all on the job, well on the job, : 
The Lords had better stop it,and they certainly must drop it, 
For we’re all on the job, well on the job, 
And ifthey stop the way, I say,we'll all be on the job. 


I think we've all had quite Pit of foolish party strife, 

For Eng'lishmen are brothers still,the’ party feeling’s rife, 

Still this we know, if foreign foe,our rights attempt to rob, 

Our party is “ Old: England” and well all be on the job. 
CHORUS 

Were ‘all on the job,well on the job, 

Liberal or Tory, both will fight for Brittish glory, 

They It be all on the job, well on the job, 

No« party” then, but Englishmen will all be on the job. 
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Im very lonely now, Mary,for the poor make no new friends, 


But, oh, they love the better still the few our Father sends; 
And you were all I had, Mary, my blessing and my pride, 
There's nothing left to care for now since my poor Mary died. 


Iin bidding you a long farewell,my Mary kind and true, 


3 , . . . 
But Tl not forget you,darling,in the land Im going to; 


They say theres bread and work for all,and the sun shines always there, 


But Il neer forget Old Ireland were itfifty times as fair, were it fifty 


(times as. fair. 


ASK ME AGAIN ANDI WILL NOT SAY NO. 


Words by G-COOPER. __ Music by H. MILLARD. 
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Dont hang your head and so 
If - 1 should say that I 
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. Wwea_ri_ ly sigh; _  Ttold you I |couldnot say Yes; 
somehow was vex’d excuse me and |smileonce a_grain? 





Now does that prove that I love you theless? — Maidens dont al ~ways say 
Who wouldthink one lit_tle 9 No’ grave suchpain! Some hearts may hide all the | 
. cf 
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just what they mean, 


mean_ing’ be -seen! 


love that they feel, ful_ ly re- veal, 


Askme a-gain,and I 





. | will not say ‘No! 
) 
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Surely one No” would not drive you away! 
Ah! you will find me more pleasant to day, 
Maidens are only too willing to tease, 

Tell me I'm lov'’d and I'll say what you please, 
Hearts easy won are not easy to keep, 

Love easy told is not lasting nor deep! 

So when you're wooing,ask twice ere you go, 
Ask me again,and I will not say No” 


Ask me agrain Ke. 
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POLLY CROW 


Written and Composed 


by G.W.HUNT. 
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fair one seemd a queen,her Jage bout seventeen, And 


a her Polly Crow,Butshe’ 


chandlers shop at Bow, A 


livd withher mother ata 


old 


lives by playing-tunes upon the 


and the jfellowsnameis Joe, He 





thrown herself away 
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As on we both did jog, I admired the little dog, 

And asked about its mother and its age; - 
She said ’twas three months old,and also I was told 

That at home she had.a parrot in a cage, 
I bege’d that. -I might eall just to see her pretty Poll, 

She said“O yes with pleasure that I might,’ 
She then came to a stop, just before a chandler’s ‘shop, 

And ask’d me in; I followd with delight. 

For she livd with her mother, &c. 


Her mother she sold candles, mixd pickles,and broom handles, 
Red herrings, sugar, mustard, snuff, and tea, 
Firewood, soap, and cheese, hair oil,and split peas, 
And a jolly fat old body, too, was slice. 
With Polly out Fd roam, or make myself. at home, 
In the little snug back parlour (well I knows) 
And one day to MTS C—, oer a cup of strong Boheay 
I promised that 1d marry Polly Crow. 
Who livd with her mother, &c. 


Now every afternoon a fellow’d play a tune 
On a dilapidated old banjo, 
He'd stand in the gutter, where he used to strum and splitter; 
The boys they called him Burnt Cork Joe. 
Sometimes he’d try to sing,or do a solo on one strings 
‘Then he’d go round with his cap when he’d done; 
The folks he used to tell that he was a noble swells 
And only played the banjo just for fun. 
But she liv’d with her mother, &c. 
5 
He’d heave tremendous sighs,show the whites of his eyes, 
And one day he told Polly at the door, 
That if with him shed roam,hed offer her a home, 
And he'd never play the "baiita any more. 
His father was a nobleman, and when the old chap died 
He’d then have land and riches in galore 
So simple minded Polly agreed to be his bride, 
And off she went, and never came back more. 
She liv’d with her mother, &c- 


When her mammy found next day, her child had gone away, 
She put the shutters up,and glose the doors 
She tore her old grey hairsyand rushing up the stairs, 
Committed suicide upon. the second floor. 
Now. Polly may be seen with a greasy tambourine, 
And with searce a bit of leather to fier fects 
I can have but pity on her,she’s a black prima donna 
To a band of dirty niggers in the street. 
But:.she livd with her mother ,&c. 


YES, LET ME LIKE A SOLDIER FALL. 
Words by E. FITZBALL. Music by Vincent WALLACE. 


Tempo di Mareza. 
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WHEN BLOSSOMS COME ACAIN. 


-THOMAS. 


Music by J. R 


Words by Geo: Cooper. 
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Tho skies be dark theyll|soon be fair, When |blossoms comes gain. 
So when our skies are overcast 
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FANNY CREY 
A HUMOROUS DUET. 


The Honbie nits NORTON. 


Moderato. 


well sir, so you ve 
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wait_ac with 
Yeal_ly will 
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Pp er . 
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wont,. I swear, wont be ade keep time like a 
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Ja: “Tt took ‘you, then two hours to bow? two hours, take off:your hat, 
1 wish youd bow that way to mes; and apropos of that, 
T.saw you making love ‘to her, you see — know it all! 
T saw you making love to her, at Lady Glossop's ball? 
oh: “Now really, Jane, your temper is xo very odd to-day! 
Youre jealous, and of such a girl as litthe Fanny Grey! 
Make love io hér! indeed, my dearyyou could see no such thing, 


To sat a minute by her side, to see -a turquoise ring!” 


5 
“'T tell you that I saw it all, the Whisp’ring: and grimace, 
The flirting and coquetting, in her little foolish face; 
Oh, Charles,.} wonder that the earth don't open where you stand — 
By the heayvn that is above us both, I saw you kiss her hand! 


6 


Jd 


Ch: “SY didn't, love, or if I did, allowing. that ‘tis true, 
When a pretty woman shows her rings, What can a poor man do? 
My. life, my soul, my darling Jane, PE love but you atone, My 
I never thought of Fanny Grey — how tiresome she has grown? 
(g 
Ja: 


“Put down your hat, don’t take your stick, now prithee, Charles ,do stay, 

You never conie to see me now, but you long to rum away; 

There was a time, there was a time you never wish’d to 205 

What have I done,what have I done;dear. Charles, to change you soP? © 

8 
Ch: “ Pooh, pooh, my love, I am not changed, but dinner is at eight, 
And my father’s so particular, he never likes to wait; | 

** Good=hye?( Jaz) Good-bye, youll come again?(Qh) Yes, one of these fine days?” 


‘ > 3 a 
Tu: Hes turnd the street, I knew he would, he’s gone to Fanny Grey’s!”? 
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36 SPEAK TO MY WIFE. 
OR 


WONT IT BE IMMENSE. | 
Written by E.V. PAGE. | pore pe puis eralais 
| “a ) Ss. 


~SY™M: 






6 
VOICE. ee 


BANJO. 







a ola oi a 
Se eee eee! ee oe || ——_ io Jan GL, ee. SO Bee! 
2 eS 


( Spoken.) And indeed, fellows ought to be grateful to the darlings for waking up to the fact, 
that the husbands have maintaintd the wives Jong enoughand now they mean to have a turn them —, 


=selves, By Jove! wont it be immense?when the fe llow comes for the Poors Rates »Mater Ratessor any other Rates, 
to, ae if it’s oe you eke yout must?2. 


is Z-3— ESS CEE 2 _ SE (BE ee 

AE Si 2 ee” eee ee ee es 
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They il have to take us out each day 
To Concert, Ball, or Rout, : 
They ll have to treat us to the play 
To oysters,“cham} or stout 
The dears will have to find the cash 
To meet each big expense 
' They'll pay the debts or go to’ smash” 
Oh! wont it be immense? 
(Spoken) Olt bless them they shall have Womans Rights. and Womans 
Responsibilities. and we fellows will stay at home. and look 
nice and YT say.wont it be immense to order carte blanche 


from the wine merchant and cigar-man, and when they hint at 
settlement of ‘the little aceount” to gently remark. CHORUS: 


ES 3 
. They ll drive us down in a Four in Hand 
‘To the Derby— darling pets! 
And find us seats upon the stand 
* And lay us losing bets 
We li have new costumes ev ry day 
Regardless of expense 
And the tailors bills they ll have to pay 


Oh! wont it be immense! 
(Spoken). And when they particularly wish to take us anywhere, we will say 
“Oh! No really can't go. Haven’t a thing to wear” then perhaps 
they'll remark. But where’s that sweet costume you wore yesterday ? 
and we will reply “The edea! that thing why Ive positively worn 
it twece?? Oh'wont it be immense to have anew rig out from Poole 


for every possible,occasion with the definite understanding: that he is to- 
y CHORUS. 


To business i will go by train 
Or on the’bus will ride 

And if it should come on to rain 
They'll have to go outside 

A thousand things they Il have to do 
To their disgust intense 


And if it only does come true 
Oh! wont it be immense. 


(Spoken). Ah! but I fear it is too good ever to come off. Nothing would suit me 
better than to change places with my wife-she to take the care and 
axicty_of the “head cf the family” and I to live a life of tuxurions 
ease at her éxpense. Just imagine you know— if Chipsthe banker wrote 
to say that there wasn't sufficient cash in hand to mect those little 
pieces,of paper that are flying about with my autograph at the tail. 

Kh! [say!wont-it be immense to write back and say “Look here old 
| fellow: its uot my affair at all-you must— CHORUS. 
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3S WHAT HAVE YOU COT IN THE BAC. 


_ Written by E.V. PAGE. Composed by Vincent DAVIES. 
Allegretto. 







VOICE. 


BANJO. 
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‘Spoken. It is only a plain little bag that Icarry to the City with me every day,but in these explosive times, people 
wet awlilly suspicious and look at me as if I was aneigshty one ton pun (slightly cracked.) Lit theyseem to, 
think that Igo about blowing everybody up,for no matter where Lam, the boys sing out — 


CHORUS 


What have you got in the |bag? old man, 
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z 

I was riding home by ’bus to night, 

The passengers seemed so funky quite : 

They all got into such a fright, 

_ And fearfully gazed at my bag. 

I. wondered what twas all about 

When every one began to shout 

“Hit Conductor! turn him out! 

What has he got in his bag? 

( Spoken) And they stopped the’bus, and a stout old genieman said © You 


e) 


infamous monster do you think were going to remain torpid oh!) while 


. ai . “ . € 
you blow us up with your infernal machine? What do you say sir? 


Youve got no machine ? Don't tell me sir well search you and see SO =m 
CHORUS. 


3 


In my defence I spoke in vain 
They met me with the same refrain 
So I showed them all it did contain 
And emptied my poor little bag’. 
And the wretches collared everything’ 
Besides my watch and chain and ring 
And then began to laugh and sing 
Oh! what have you got in the bag?” 


(Spoken) Vest Yd fallen among pickpockets and they took the let } the 
grocery from the Stores,a littke parcel for the missus, a few presents 
fur the boys, and a little bit of something for supper. [never was so tak— 
--n ing in my life! and when I complained to the conductors he said SSWho 
are you codding of ? I know yer well enough! git out *o my bustVand I 
got ‘out,and as EF walked off they all sang out — 

CHORUS. 


oe 


4 
Whatever shall I do to night? 
1 cant go home in such a plight, 
Pm almost tempted to get tight 
And all for the loss of my bag*> 
But I quite forgot-no cash is left! 
Of evry coin Pim now bereft 
So it’s no use asking since the theft 
What have you got in the bag? 


(SpokenJ_V'm cleaned out and atfraid to go home,for whatever will they 
think? the boys will be waiting for their presents and the presents will 
be absent. the missus will want the grocery — Ohla grosser rob— 
-bery was never committed theres nothing for supper but a blowing ups 
for directly I open the door they Il rush to meet me sayings Father !— 


CHORUS. 
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IN THE MORNING BY THE BRICHT LICHT. 
Words and Music by Jas: A. BLAND. 
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T will trae on sing feet, tae halle, halle, hal_le_ 
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2a “y 
Hear Gabriel's 


2 3 

.Go get a match and Tok Shek | 1aMpy : Lil take my old Banjo along, 

Want all the childrén for to follow me; Want all the children for to follow me, 
And show me the way to the Baptist Camp, In case the boys should. sing’ a song: 

Halle, halle, halle, hallelujah! | Halle, halle, halle, hallelujah! — 

ell have boatitant: and sparerib stew. For no one has to pay no fare, 

Want all the children for to follow. me; Want all the children for to follow me; 
And nice boiled onions.dipped: in dew, So dont forget to curl your hair 


Halle, alley _ hallelujah Le Halle, halle sll, hallelujah. NO}T7, 
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